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Hard to imagine him as soldier, yet,
They say, he fought at Ypres. Hard to believe
A wound in that covered arm habitually   .
Sweeping aside the gown's obtrusive sleeve.
Years full of scholars-pageant of nakedness
In need of dress-have petrified that frown.
He has laboured with books and words to satisfy
A dream; to turn them out with a love and a gown.